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An Unexpected Turn 


"What have you done?!! My beautiful boy!" Dilf Faust exclaimed, absolutely enraged. 


He stood up and dramatically ripped off his shirt, before punching the Denny's waiter and causing them to fly 
through the window. He surged forward, dropped his trousers, and pushed out a massive turd on their head. 


"That'll teach you to mess with me, bitch." He pulled his trousers back up and spat on the unconscious waiter 


lying in the parking lot amongst broken glass shards. 

He forgot that his tinder date had been shot and was probably about to die so he jogged back inside with his 
benchpress garage style strength and knelt in front of Bystein's body. He was limp and frail, but he was still 
breathing. Dilf Faust held his small little manlet head with one hand, stroking his cheek with his thumb. 

"My poor baby. Poor little Øystein, my poor little poo poo doo doo caca turd muncher." 


At this statement, Øystein immediately woke up and punched Dilf Faust in the face. 


"WHO TOLD YOU ABOUT THE SHIT DILDO??" He shouted, seething with mental and physical pain. 


He instantly passed out again. Dilf Faust was very confused, nevertheless, he knew he had to save Øystein. He 
picked up his body and carried him to his Dilfmobile, propping him up in the passenger seat, but he forgot to 
put on the seatbelt. He stepped on the pedal, and quickly zoomed out of the parking lot and down the road 
towards his Dilfhouse. He was in such a rush, speeding through the traffic, that he didn't notice Bystein waking 


up again. 


"Hey Fau-" he was cut off from being flung through the windshield due to not wearing a seatbelt, and ended up 
nearly being ran over by dilf Faust, but he stopped just in time. 


"Oh no! Disaster has struck!" He said and sighed, sitting silently in his car while he watched Øystein writhing 


about on the tarmac. 

Slowly but surely, Øystein crawled up off the floor and back through the windshield and back into his seat. 
"You okay?" Dilf faust asked in a himbo manner. In response, Øystein passed out again. 

Eventually Dilf Faust reached the Dilfhome, and placed Øystein carefully on his Dilfbed after washing up his 
grazes from being yeeted out the car. The bullet was still in him. Faust knew what to do. He ripped off 
Øysteins shirt with his pure homo dilf strength and started licking up the blood. He accidentally slid his tongue 
into the actually wound and Øystein woke up and moaned loudly. 

"Do that again please." he coughed pathetically. 

Faust sat up in surprise. What? He started slurping at the bullet again and chewing gently at the tasty 
Euronymous meat. Øystein suddenly came on the DilfSheets and Faust embraced him in his big benchpress 
garage style arms. 

"My gorgeous greasy little monlet." he stroked his head and whispered into his ear. 

Øystein shivered and quietly said "Impregnate me please master dilf." 

"What was that? Speak louder." Faust commanded, with Dystein in a headlock. 


"Please sir, | want your dilf liquids inside me. | want your gay little babies." he barked up at Faust, pleading. 


Faust let go of him, and he fell back onto the DilfBed. "I'm sorry, | dont know what sex is." Dilf Faust replied 
blankly. 


Introduction 


Øystein woke up with a jolt. He had a loud notification on his phone, and it had woken him up. He stretched and 
rubbed his eyes sleepily, pushing his greasy hair out of his face. ‘| need to dye it soon’ He thought randomly 
to himself. After letting out a strained yawn, he picked up his phone from the bedside table. IO notifications. 
They were all messages from his Tinder date that he was supposed to be meeting today. Bystein thought it 
was a bit strange, but shortly dismissed it and opened the app. His name was Faust, he had long brown hair 
and a playful boyish look in his photos. Øystein couldnt believe how beautiful he was, and even more, how was 
he interested in him? The messages from Faust were all good morning messages with various emojis, and one 
message which he assumed was meant to be a google search, as he wasn't sure why he would text him ‘how 


to edit cat ears onto self. 


After a while, there was still no sign of him. Øystein was broken up inside, this was the worst thing that had 
ever happened. He was so embarrassed. He couldn't bear the pain, and ran away to the toilets. He quickly sped 
into a stall and slammed the door behind him before slumping down to the floor, with his head in his arms, his 
breath hitched in between choked out sobs. Suddenly, someone came into the bathroom. Øystein held his 
breath. Nobody could ever possibly hear him crying. A voice sounded out, silky and smooth, aged like fine wine. 
It echoed softly in the deprived restroom. 


"Hello baby.. | am so sorry. Please come out. Its me, Faust." 


Øystein felt the blood rush to his head, which made his vision flicker and his head go light as he stood up. He 
wiped snot all down his sleeve and opened the toilet door. His heart thumped. He felt like he was going to be 
sick. Faust was a middle aged bald man. He had been catfished. Where was the twirky Faust he had grown to 
love? Not here, that's for sure. 


"Øystein, please, do not cry. | know | am different to what you expected, but give me a chance." he consoled 


the younger, and smaller man. 

Øystein stood still. The more he stared at the tinder date before him, the more he appeared as a dilf. He 
definitely had dilf vibes, and he was here for it. Nothing would ruin his day, not even this. Faust took him by 
the hand and they walked out of the toilets, Øystein blushing and giggling. They sat down at the booth. 


"What can | buy you darling?" Faust asked, considerately when the 


waiter came to their table. 
| would like a kebab and some coke.” He replied 
The Denny's waiter immediately shot Øystein. 


"No kebabs." They said, before turning around and leaving dilf Faust in shock. 


Fausts lesson in Dilfery 


Øystein rolled off the DilfBed and onto the floor, gripping his bullet wound in agony. He propped himself on his 
hands and knees and advanced slowly towards Faust. When he got to the older man's feet, he bowed down and 
started wagging his thicc juicy booty side to side like an excited dog. He stuck out his tongue and yapped with 
enthusiasm up at him, panting and squirming on the carpet. Faust looked down at him, pityingly. He did not 
expect such a small and petite fellow to have such a huge ass, not in a million years. He couldn't take his eyes 


off it, it seemed to take up all the space in the bedroom. 


“Alright. | see. If you want to do that, then | will have no other choice than to treat you like the mutt you 


are." Dilf Faust growled sexily, clenching his teeth and staring into his blue eyes. 
Øystein span around in a lopsided circle, still barking noisily. 


"Stop that abhorrent noise, you dirty beast! You are driving me mad!" Faust bellowed angrily, aggressively 
kicking Øystein so that he flopped onto his back. 


Øystein started pulling off all of his remaining clothes and sat on his knees completely naked. Faust laughed. 
"| like ya cut g." He said and slapped Dystein's pubes. 


Øystein whimpered and crawled away, his hairy and juicy asscheeks wobbling with each movement. He curled up 


in the corner and pissed himself. 


Dilf Faust was disgusted. "You are a degenerate. | will benchpress garage style you into next week. If you want 
man to man contact | will give it you that way. | have no need for sex. | have never looked at my penis. That 
would be gay because it's looking at a man's penis. | am not gay. Are you calling me gay? Are you? That's what 


| thought." 

Øystein opened his mouth to respond but Faust only spat it in and swiftly turned away and walked outside. 
Øystein was yet again left alone, depressed and ashamed, his dumptruck ass shining brightly in the gentle glow 
of the moonlight. He got up and walked over to the DilfBed, sitting on it to put on his clothes. After a while, he 


decided he should probably leave, and went out the bedroom door. He couldnt hear or see Faust anywhere. 


Suddenly, someone jumped out from behind a door. "Hello, | am Wren. Have you seen Faust? | have lost him." 


They asked him. 
"Uhh... who are you?" Øystein responded, awkwardly looking around for an escape. 
‘lam Wren" They repeated. 


"Okay. | have to go." he slowly said, trying to get past them. 


"No. You're not going anywhere." Wren quickly told him, and hit him around the head so that he recoiled. "You 
are helping me find my boyfriend Faust." 


Boyfriend’? Faust wasn't single?? Øystein thought his day couldn't get any worse. This was just incredibly bad. 
Wren grabbed him by the arm and they walked outside together, keeping a keen eye for the missing dilf. He 
had to be around here somewhere. 

It had been hours and it seemed they would never find him, but their luck changed when they passed an HEM. 
Faust was standing outside with a pair of cat ears on, staring absently into the distance. He soon spotted Wren 


and Øystein, and started to run. 


"STOP THAT DILF!" Øystein shouted, and quickly ran after him. The sheer voluptuousness of his ass caused the 
ground to shake and shatter, and dilf Faust tripped up on a loose piece of pavement. They caught up to him. 


"Why did you run away?" Wren asked sadly. 


"Im so sorry.. both of you.. this is all my fault.. Øystein will be pregnant... he will carry my babies.. | never 
meant for this to happen." he let out a loud cry. 


Wren and Øystein stood in silence, both very confused. 
"How will | be pregnant? You never touched me." Øystein eventually stated. 


"I spat in your mouth.. you can get pregnant from that!" He wailed, before almost screaming from the sheer 
volume of his crying. 


Øystein sighed. "That is impossible.. that's kind of embarrassing for you though, | wont lie." 
Dilf Faust stood up. 

"What did you just call me?" 

"l said.. | said that was embarrassing for you.. 

"You're calling me gay, aren't you? Are you calling me gay? Huh?" 

"N-no Faust." he started to sweat, his throat felt dry. 


"You are totally calling me gay. | won't let you get away with that" Faust punched Øystein and he flew to the 
ground but bounced back up on his gigantic buttocks. 


Every time he bounced back, Faust punched him again. Legend has it, that Faust is still punching Bystein and 
his bouncing behind to this day.. 


